THE GOLDEN CALF                         195

Next he read the passage from the Koran that denies the
divinity of Christ. As he read, the Bible began to jerk
and gyrate violently, finally breaking the cord and falling
to the floor. By reading other passages from the Koran
he seemed to make an egg in boiling water jump out of
the pot and break on the floor and seemed to transfer the
water from a full jug to an empty jug ten feet distant. I
say "seemed/' because I believe there must always be some
physical explanation for physical phenomena.

The idea that Druses who die are interred in the walls
of their houses was based, I found, on the fact that until
a generation ago the elders, or akils, were thus buried, and
still are, in the remoter districts. We saw no Druse
funeral in the Lejah, but I had the good luck, on another
occasion, to attend one in the mountains of the Lebanon.
I had arrived at Ibadyah to spend the night as guest of
the uncle of Daoud Izzedin. Ibadyah was a village peo-
pled by Christians, Mohametans, and Druses in about
equal numbers.1

About nine o'clock, after we had dined, a man stood
below in the street, shouting, "Hear, oh, hear!" We went
to the windows, and he cried out: "Said Najar is dead."
This was equivalent to a funeral announcement as well as
a death notice, since the Druses did not practice embalm-
ing and always held the funeral on the morning following
the death. Daoud's uncle told us that Said Najar was a
Druse farmer who had been noted for his physical strength
and his courage in war. "Once," said the uncle, "I saw

Djebel Druse is populated solely by Druses, but they are
also found in the mixed populations throughout all the mountains of
Syria. They frequently adopt many of the outward forms and symbols
of Islam and perhaps partially believe in them, though holding fast at
the same time to the secret tenets of their own mysterious faith,